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Enkendaal. Lewis remembered a debt of eight florins and
took out the money with which to pay it.
"No more walks up from Rynwyk on Saturday morn-
ings," Ramsdell said. "I must call on the Belgian and his
daughter before I go."
"And you must come to see us in England," Julie an-
swered.
"I will."
"But at once? At Chepping?"
"Shall you be at Chepping?"
"Why not?"
Ramsdell hesitated. "You will be going away for a bit
together?"
She turned to Lewis. "It will be better to settle down
at once?"
He put his hand over hers, gripping the rail, but he
answered Ramsdell. "Chepping at first. Then London.
There are rooms over the publishing house that we could
live in. They'll have to be cleared of stock."
Ramsdell knew that, while he remained, they would con-
tinue to play the rigidly unemotional parts they had assigned
to themselves. When he was gone—he who was their last
contact with the past—they would be compelled to face
each other and the future; and the very fixity of their de-
termination made him think they were afraid—were steel-
ing themselves. While Julie was insisting that he should
laugh at two Dutchmen seated on a bench, with their two
do^s beside them in the same conversational attitude as
their masters and with bullet heads and planted feet that
were a caricature of the human pattern, he looked carefully
at her face, asking himself what chance she had of living
as she now intended to live. She turned her head suddenly,
caught his gaze, interpreted his question and the tender-
ness of it towards her, and, seeing that Lewis had crossed
the bridge to speak with one of the ship's officers, she said:
"You're afraid for us?"
It was hard to reply. He trusted them; he believed that
what they were doing was right and inevitable; but he saw
darkness ahead.

